296           LIFE ON  THE  STAGI
Our interview was interrupted by Lady 1 Newton) and Sir Patrick Lundy (Mr. Le dismissed by the first and left the stage. A] forth — continued. Mr. Lewis and Miss K to speak — the applause redoubled. I tu " What bad manners! " I said. Mr. Daly i waving his hands: " Go on! go on! It's yo
" I know it," I replied, " but I'm not gc any actor by taking a call in the middle of 1
" Confound you! " he said, " will you do a He caught me, whirled me about and, putl between my shoulders, literally pitched n stage, where I stood ashamed and mortifi< honestly felt to be a slight to those two waitii
After that the evening's triumph, like the ball, grew as it advanced. At the end o act with Mrs. Glenarm the curtain was i stage picture — once, twice, three times. Tl said to Mr. Daly: " They want her," and '. swered, sharply: " I know what they want what I don't want — ring up again! "
He did so; no use, the applause went 01 Daly said to me:    " Take Mrs. Glenarm and acknowledge this call."
We went on together; retired; more app' we went on together; no use, the applau: stop. "Oh, well, ring up once more," sa " and here, you, take it yourself."
I went on alone, and the audience rose as o I saw them, all blurred through happy tearj hands out to them, with a very passion o house blossomed with white waving han< answer.   The curtain fell and, before I mov more, and then, as I live by bread!  I saw me and those applauding people a little carrying a single potato in her hand.    OJ was nerves; but I saw her, I tell you I s surely I should know myself!